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Her name is Emma Snowsill and she’s a remarkable,
young Australian who has confronted both tragedy and
sorrow, accepted their reality and overcome both. It’s

been a journey of surprises, successes, tragedies and dramas.
And she’s only 22-years-old. 

Thoughtful and quiet with a bubbly disposition, Snowsill
reveals an inner core of strength that compliments her
sensible, pragmatic approach to life. Quick to laugh and joke,
she also oozes zest for life and a heart warming humility.

On the wall, photos of her podium finishes confirm her
success. “It’s all happened so fast,” she laughs self-
consciously. “Physically, I’m training hard and mentally, I’m
trying to catch up.” 

Her expression reflects her amazement. There’s even
incredulity when she discusses her recent World Cup win
in Japan. “The wind was terrible,” she reflects, “and the
waves had broken the pontoon, so they changed the swim
course and delayed us for an hour after we’d warmed up.
They even discussed a duathlon and not having it at all
because the wind was so bad. Everyone was apprehensive.”

Hand gestures join her repertoire. “I’ve never experienced
wind like that before,” she exclaims. “I went for a run that
morning and could hardly run down the street. I didn’t think
about winning. I just wanted to get to the finishing line in
one piece. It was a race of survival.”

“Loretta (Harrop) and I were joking about it,” she laughs.
“If we made it, we’d be happy.”

So, how did it all start? 
“Originally, I was against running,” Snowsill confesses. “I

was a swimmer, but in 1996, the Noosa triathlon really
captured me. It was exciting,” she beams. “Dynamic.”

At first, triathlon was just a hobby, but it didn’t take long
for its addictive talons to sink in and in 2000, she began to
wonder if she could race professionally. “I’d been doing well
in junior races,” she admits, “and as I became more involved
in the sport, I got more hooked.”

Dabbling progressed to serious training and Snowsill’s
potential developed. It wasn’t until tragedy struck
however, when her boyfriend Luke Harrop was hit by a
car while out on a Gold Coast training ride, that she
really began to examine her life. 

“After last years’ events with Luke,” she murmurs quietly,
“I sat back and really began to wonder what I was good at.
Something like that really wakes you up to life and what it’s
all about...how short it is. And that you never know...”
Nodding, her voice trails off. “Everything changed. And
suddenly, it was what do I do now and where do I go?”

“Sport is what I loved and after Luke, I realised how
short life was, so I decided to have a crack at it. I put
study on hold, took time off work and started giving
triathlon 100 per cent.”  

Recovering from loss is a long and difficult process. And
grieving has no timetable or set pattern. It’s just coping and
accepting. It’s remembering and enjoying the memories,
keeping them close.

“Out on the course,” Snowsill confides, “I try to focus
on the race, but afterwards (and particularly this year) I
have a bit of a laugh to myself. I think Luke would find
what I’ve done this season pretty unbelievable.” Her eyes
shine with merriment. 

“Luke had an absolute passion for this sport,” she
continues, “and I can see why. He showed me a lot and I
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hope I’ve taken over from the way he felt.”
She grins. “I like finishing a race and saying,
‘yeah that was a good job, wasn’t it?’”

It’s almost as if he’s behind you patting you
on the back. “Yes,” she nods, “that’s what I think
sometimes. In the race though, I stick to
business – and stay focused and controlled.”

As with all sport, highs and lows can either
cripple or strengthen and the journey is often
riddled with hurdles and medals. 

“You can’t be on top all the time,” Snowsill
declares. “And it’s taken me a while to realise
that. Now I know that when you’re in a low,
there’ll be a high later. It’s just the way it works.”

“And if you try really hard,” she explains,
raising her hands, “you can pull yourself out of
it.” That’s where balance enters the formula. “At
the end of the day, it’s just a race. There will
always be another one and as long as you do
your best, you should be happy.”

Her words are like fresh air, even when that
dirty word is mentioned – injury.

“Injuries are frustrating,” she declares, her
face devoid of smiles. “They can really get you
down.” Once again, pragmatism quickly
emerges. “But that’s life. And in the grand
scheme of things, it’s not so terrible. Everyone

goes through it. I just want to do what I can
with what I’ve got at the moment.”

Her voice turns quiet. “Terrible things
happen to people all the time,” she
murmurs. “And because it has happened to
me, I’ve thought a lot about it and life’s
really not that bad.”

Snowsill certainly doesn’t wallow.

“It’s about survival,” she explains, “about
being happy. And you couldn’t have learnt that
from anyone except Luke. He was always out
there, spending every second of the day doing
something.” Her expression turns nostalgic. “So
many people have little sayings about him – ‘he
was the busiest guy with nothing to do.’ And it
was true. He’d always be doing something, yet

you were never really quite sure...”
Feasting on memories, her eyes sparkle, “He

was on the ball the whole time – 100 miles an
hour, almost as if he knew he wasn’t going to be
around for a long time. He just loved life. And
that rubbed off on me. While you’re here, you
should make the most of it.” 

And Snowsill loves triathlon. The hours of
blood, sweat and tears; endless energy and
dedication are taxing, but the rewards
bounce back.

“It’s satisfying,” she grins, “especially
when you achieve your goals.” Her voice
becomes passionate.  “And you get tired,” she
admits, “but you still want to go out and
thrash yourself again.”

Strange. “Yeah,” she laughs, “we are.
Triathlon is an obsessive, time consuming
sport and we have to be selfish.” 

Consequently, friends come from within
the sport. “I spend a lot of time with
Loretta,” Snowsill confides, “both in and out
of training. And earlier this year, Liz
Blatchford came into the squad and we got
along like a house on fire. This year we
trained and travelled together the whole
time we were away.”

“Luke was on the ball the
whole time, almost as if he
knew he wasn’t going to be
around for a long time. He
just loved life. And that

rubbed off on me” 
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Then there’s romance. “I have a lot of
friends,” she chuckles, looking down at her
hands, “but I’m away, travelling around the
world...and sometimes you just have to put
things off.” 

When asked about the warm fuzzies and
excitement of romance, Snowsill laughs again
and replies, “Maybe we’re just too tired to
bother about that.”

“There are always things you want to do,”
she confesses. “Sometimes you want to stay out
with friends and lead a normal life, but at the
end of the day, you want triathlon more. After
all – do you want to go out and be happy for
the afternoon, or do you want to be the best
triathlete you can be? And when you think
about it like that,” she smiles, “it’s easier.”

The other sacrifice is money. “The difficulty
in deciding not to work,” she declares, “is
underestimated. There are lots of questions like
‘am I prepared to forfeit an income in order to
reap the rewards later,’ or ‘am I going to do it
half-heartedly and try to earn money as well as
trying to be a good athlete?’

“I wanted sport and because I was at home,
I could. I don’t have money to splash around,
but I want to get the best out of myself.”

Attitude is everything and mental
preparation is crucial to success. “Yes, you have
to be focused,” she murmurs, pointing to her
head, “and sometimes people put pressure on
you and psyche you out, but it’s all about how
you deal with it.”

Almost immediately, she adds, “My
coach, Brett Sutton, has influenced me a lot.
I think he’s the most under-rated triathlon
coach in the world. Loretta’s been with him
since she started triathlon and he’s probably
coached more World Cup champions than
anyone else.” 

Once again, there’s a chuckle. “He trains us
really hard. And he trains us to be the best we
can be. He knows exactly where you’re at and
he’s always honest. He also helped me a lot over
the past year – not just with training, but with
life – emotionally and mentally.”

Ask Snowsill about her training week and
she’ll shrug her shoulders. “I don’t keep a
training diary. And Brett’s not too scientific.
He believes that if you do the right training
and train hard, you’ll do well.”

Pinning the philosophical Snowsill down
to listing her future aspirations is difficult.

“I haven’t given the Olympics much
thought,” she murmurs. “It’s kind of here now,”
she admits, “but I’ll just keep doing the work
and hopefully everything will fall into place. I
just want to keep doing my best.”

“Anyway,” she adds, “if I go out and get fifth

and I’ve still given everything, I’ll be happy.
Some days are gold. Some are stones. That’s
just the way it is.”

“Wining the Luke Harrop Bursary at
Mooloolaba was special,” she confesses, her
eyes shining. “During the race, I didn’t think
too much about it because those things can get
you down, but afterwards, it was nice. It was
also upsetting – bitter sweet.”

But there’s also another memory.
“Much to my disgust,” Snowsill grimaces,

“Brett approached me to do a long course
race in Spain. I didn’t want to, but he said it
would be good for me.” A pause. “You’re out
there for a long time and it was really
satisfying to finish.”

Then another memory crept into the
conversation, one that wasn’t quite so pleasant.

“Crashing with Pip Taylor in Coffs this year
and blacking out,” she grins, promptly
revealing her scars, “wasn’t much fun. But,”
she adds quickly, “it’s not the worst thing that
can happen.”

And that’s what makes Snowsill special –
her acceptance of life and willingness to bend.

“Sometimes you just want to sit on the side
of the road and cry,” she confesses laughing,
her shoulders shaking, “but if you want to be
the best, you have to push yourself. And I love
it. If you’re injured or have had a bad race, you
feel down, but there aren’t many people
around the world who get to do what I do, so I
just enjoy it for what it’s worth.”

And to keep balanced? “I always have a
look around wherever I am because it makes
you realise that there are other things in the
world besides triathlon.”

Ask Snowsill what she is most grateful for
and the answer is simple. “Life itself.”

And that says it all.  TMSM

Snowsill races in Mooloolaba earlier
this year, where she won the Luke
Harrop Bursary.


